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hanging about their huts. He would go in, and if he found
any bunches of grapes, would distribute the most vigorous
blows with his cane to the unlucky creatures. They might go
down on their knees to him, but notliing averted his anger.
I was often the unwilling witness of these arbitrary and
cruel executions, and was much rejoiced one day when two
vigorous peasants set on him with a broomstick, and gave
him a good thrashing. He ran away with his tail between
his legs, and only recovered his courage to quarrel with me
for having witnessed his humiliation. Soon the whole village
was aware of his misadventure, and ever}7 one laughed, for
he was feared by every one, and loved by none. The two
peasants had to seek refuge in flight; and the count gave
out that in future he would pay his domiciliary visits armed
with a pistol. At this the whole community took alarm, and
two deputies were chosen to inform him that unless he
solemnly promised to give up molesting them in their modest
dwellings, they would leave the village en masse within a
week. There was to my way of thinking something sublime
in the simple eloquence of these sturdy labourers.
cWe have the right to eat a bunch of grapes from a vine
which produces them, because we water it with the sweat of
our brow; so your cook has the right to taste the dishes he
prepares for you, before he serves them/
This threat of desertion, coming as it did just before the
vintage, brought him to reason, and he promised what they
required of him.
The following incident ended my connection with him:—
I led a wearisome life at Spersa, with no sort of dis-
traction. I became interested in a poor young widow, who
was pretty and amiable. I made her a few little presents, and
obtained her good graces. I persuaded her to visit me at
night, so that no one should see her, and I let her in and out
by a little door which opened on to the street. One morning
after shutting the door behind her, I heard her cry out. I
rushed forth, and saw the brutal Torriani holding her by
her skirts, and beating her with a stick. I sprang oh him, and

